4* EXILE

^N JANUARY 23,  iSjO, AFTER THREE DAYS OF TRAVELING
through snow and wind, Dostoevsky and Durov
reached their destination, the fortress of Omsk, a desolate
pile of buildings surrounded by an embankment with fifteen
hundred oaken posts. Near the entrance stood the Adminis-
tration Building, the Engineering Office and Military Head-
quarters, beyond them, ancient barracks built of badly
sawed-off logs, and still farther, the kitchen, the garage and
the barn. In the center of the courtyard a large empty space
served as an assembly ground for the convicts.
The commandant of the garrison was a brute called Major
Kryvtsov, but the convicts nicknamed him "Vaska Eight